"It's unnecessary for the Bison to know that Fm here/' said
Jardie. He passed into the adjoining room and closed the door
softly.
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The Bison entered, and Jean-Frangois behind him. The Bison
gave Gerbier a package of cigarettes.

"1*11 bet you want one/' he said.

Gerbier did not answer. His hands shook a little as he tore
open the blue paper wrapping. He took several deep puffs with
a famished avidity. Then he asked, "What about Mathilde?"

The Bison who had watched Gerbier smoke with a kind of
friendly and crude complicity spread over his whole massive face
suddenly became stony.

"Well?" Gerbier asked impatiently.

"I don't know anything/" said the Bison.

"What about your squad of informers?" Gerbier asked.

The Bison dropped his head a little and his narrow, deeply
lined forehead became more prominent.

"I don't know anything/' he said.

Gerbier tried to catch his eye, but did not succeed.

The Bison put his fist under his smashed nose and said between
his teeth and between his clenched fingers,

*T don't know anything. Everything is in the mail."

From a secret pocket he pulled out sheets of onion-skin paper
covered with a fine writing in code. Gerbier lit a cigarette from
the one which was beginning to burn his lips and got to work.
Jean-Francois and the Bison stood silently in the shadow. This
lasted a long time. Finally Gerbier looked up. His head was
exactly under the lamp.

The circle of light accentuated in a strange way the suddenly
sharpened features of his face.

"Mathilde was freed the day before yesterday and Gerbonnel,
Arnaud and Roux have been arrested/' said Gerbier*

Gerbier turned toward the Bison and asked him,

"Is that right?"

"Well, if it's in the report," said the Bison.

His voice was even more husky than usual.

Gerbier turned toward Jean-Frangois.
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